FORBIDDEN JOURNEY
Another Asia.
Quite suddenly we saw five or six tethering poles and the
tails of yaks blowing in the wind on top of a hill. Then I
recognized a Turki Moslem grave the moment I laid eyes on
it. My emotion may be imagined. I was in Turkestan once
more. Not far from there, within a structure of dried earth,
was a bread oven. . . . Bread! What would I not give to
have some bread instead of our hard old biscuit? But the
Turkis had evacuated the valley after the recent troubles and
only the desert welcomed us.
We were at the border of a new aspect of Asia, with new
ways and new peoples. Here the corpses would not be
abandoned to the birds of prey as Mongol corpses were.
Here flour would be baked in an oven instead of being mixed
in tea. Here prayers would rise to the invisible Allah instead
of being muttered before terra-cotta Buddhas. A simple
grave, and Mongolia, the yellow world in which I had
just passed so many long months, vanished behind
me!
But in the desert landscape nothing had changed. Flocks
of antelopes still gambolled gaily before us. They were
almost white in colour and wore their long black horns,
shaped like lyres above their heads, with a distinct "air."
Peter had just shot a straggler from the herd, for we were
running short of meat. But there was a deception in store for
us. When we cut him up we found that, beneath the hide, his
hindquarters were being devoured by a whole colony of
worms as big as nuts. It seems that in springtime stinging
flies deposit their eggs inside the skins of the attenuated
animals. The pretty antelope, the incarnation of bounding
joy, capable of effecting its escape from all the dangers it
meets, cannot escape this slow torture. Here, doubtless, was
the explanation of the numerous carcasses I had noticed in
the desert these last days. We were nervous and did not dare
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